Jesuites spake spitefully, and sayd 'twas true, but then be must
not stay there above six weekes. He was Envoye from Henrietta
Maria (then Queen-mother) to the Pope, where at first he was
mightily admired; but after some time he grew high, and
Hectored with his Holinesse, and gave him the Lye. The pope
sayd he was mad.
Tempore Caroli Imi he received the Sacrament in the Chapell
at Whitehall, and professed the Protestant Religion, which
gave great scandal to the Roman Catholiques; but afterwards
he looked back.
In the Times of Confusion, the Bishop of Winchester's
Lodging in Southwark, being a large Pile of Building, was made
a Prison for the Royalists; and here Sir Kenelm Digby wrote
his Book of Bodies, and diverted himself in Chymistry, and used
to make artificial precious Stones, as Rubies, Emeralds, &c.
out of Flint, as Sir Francis Dodington, Prisoner with him at
the same Time, told me,
He was well versed in all kinds of Learning. And he
had also this vertue, that no man knew better how to abound
and to be abased, and either was indifferent to him. No man
became Grandeur better; sometimes again he would live only
with a Lackey, and Horse with a foote-cloath.
He was very generous, and liberall to deserving persons.
When Abraham Cowley was but 13 yeares old, he dedicated
to him a Comedy, called Love's Riddle, and concludes in his
Epistle—The Birch that whip't him then 'would prove a Bay. Sir
K. was very kind to him.
He was of undaunted courage, yet not apt in the least to
give offence. His conversation was both ingeniose and innocent.
Sir John Hoskyns enformes me that Sir Kenelme Digby
did translate Petfonius Arbiter into English.
He maried, much against his Mother's consent, that celebrated
Beautie and Courtezane, Mrs. Venetia Stanley, whom Richard
Earle of Dorset kept as his Concubine, and had children by her,
and setled on her an Annuity of 500 pounds per annum, which
after Sk K. D. maried was unpayd by the Earle ; and for which
Annuity Sir Kenelme sued the Earle, after marriage, and
recovered it. He would say that a handsome lusty man that
was discreet might make a vertuose wife out of a Brothell-
house. This Lady carried herselfe blamelessly, yet (they say)
he was jealous of her. Richard, Earle of Dorset, invited her
and her husband once a yeare, when with much desire and passion
he beheld her> and only kissed her hand, Sir Kenelme being
still by. She dyed suddenly, and hard-hearted woetnen would
censure him severely.
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